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“The Chrisimas Story
And it came to pass that in those days there went out a decree from Caesar

Augustus, that the whole world should be enrolled. This enrolling was first made
by Cyrinus, the governor of Syria. And all went to be enrolled, every one in his
own city. And Joseph also went up from Nazareth into Judea, to the city of
David, which is called Bethlehem, because he was of the house and family of
David, to be enrolled with Mary his espoused wife, who was with child.
And
that she
wrapped
no room
watching,

it came to pass that when they were there, her days were accomplished,
should be delivered. And she brought forth her first born son, and
him up in swaddling clothes, and laid him in a manger; because there was
for them in the inn. And there were in the same country shepherds
and keeping the night-watches over their flock.

And behold an angel of the Lord stood by them and the brightness of God
shone round about them, and they feared with a great fear. And the angel said
to them: Fear not; for, behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy, that shall
be to all the people; for this day is born to you a Savior, who is Christ the Lord,
in the City of David.
And this shall be a sign unto you: You shall find the infant wrapped in
swaddling clothes, and laid in a manger. And suddenly there was with the angel
a multitude of the heavenly army, praising God and saying: Glory to God in the
highest; and on earth peace to men of good will.
And

it came

to pass, after the angels

departed

from

them

into heaven,

shepherds said one to another: Let us go over to Bethlehem, and let
word that is come to pass, which the Lord has showed to us. And
with haste; and they found Mary and Joseph, and the infant lying in
And seeing, they understood of the word that had been spoken to them
the child.

the

us see this
they came
a manger.
concerning

And all that heard, wondered, and at those things that were told them

by the shepherds. But Mary kept all these words, pondering them in her heart.
And the shepherds returned, glorifying and praising God for the things that they
had heard and seen, as it was told unto them.

—Luxe
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PEACE

By Francis Schmalz
@ The issue is the peace, and
whether this time we shall win or

lose it. I contend that we can hope
to win it only by sincere reconciliation, and by magnanimity in the
Christian spirit. We must “win the

peace” that follows this present conflict; but this will not, cannot be

done at a “Peace Conference”.

It

will be done by a very long process
of Christian

education,

charity and

organization.

our perspective and permit the contagion of totalitarian amoralism to
infect our own hearts and minds.”

Now comes the time once more
when
when

we should retrace our steps,
we need to plan anew for a

better world. After the schemes of
chaos and despair have failed we
need a convincing alternative, a real
hope for the future. Reverting to
the past and its errors is not the

answer. The task resolves itself in

The risk of postwar “appeasement” is very great. Could not the
beaten foe prepare for another war
under the cloak of a restored democracy? Should the aggressor remain
unpunished despite the wrong he
has done?

an

examination

of

conscience,

for

the lesson of this war is an objective
lesson, and there has probably never
been as cruel, as grim a lesson in
all history.

Unavoidably there will be further

Charity is necessary as a prime
motive in approaching the issues of
the peace. Ours will be a victory

retribution, but will it be vindictive

over evil, therefore it must be a vic-

or corrective? Will it be punishment
for punishment’s sake after the Nazi
pattern, or punishment for the purpose of bettering the culprit and reintegrating him in society? In other

tory for good, a constructive rather
than a destructive victory. A fresh
start is needed, one contingent on
mending the ways of the past. No
nation can consider itself exempt
from this task.

words,

what

motive

will determine

the peace?
Eric Johnson, former president of
the U. S. Chamber of Commerce,
in a commencement address, warn-

ed of the danger that the enemies’
moral corruption may touch our
blood stream. “Even where we are
forced to use their methods,” he
said, “we must not allow their atti-

tudes to pollute our philosophy of
life. Victory will avail us nothing if
in the process of attaining it we lose
December, 1950

Everywhere there are people who
advise that no risks must be taken.
Filled with distrust of the enemy
they propose a “strong” peace and
want to see stern measures applied
so as to check all potential aggressors,

now

and

in

the

future.

How-

ever, an even larger number of people agree, as I do, that the peace to
come, and the tremendous challenge
which

it entails for the victors, will

be the great test of statesmanship.

As at the time of the Vienna Congress, “the peace and tranquility of
the world” must be the goal. To

achieve it after the most cruel and
devastating war in history the leaders of all nations will be taxed al-

most

beyond

human

endurance.

Their wisdom and foresight will be
put to a test. Our late President
Roosevelt sounded a key note when
he said, “unless the peace recognizes
the whole world as one neighborhood, and does justice to the whole
human race, the germs of another
war will remain as a constant threat
to mankind.”
There are no good or bad nations.
In all nations there are good and
bad people — the good seeking power and the bad also seeking power.

The thing that will help nations is
integration into a new European
society. If they are dismembered,
subjected to foreign rule and education, they will not become better,
but will become worse. If, on the
other hand, order is assured, if their

factories are kept going, if children
are fed, if every democratic and orderly tendency is encouraged, if such
a program offers them as a State and
as individuals the greatest opportunities for peace, they will go with us
in that direction.
If we

assure

order,

if their

fac-

tories are kept going, if their children are fed! Yes, this applies to all
our enemies and then “they will go
with us”. Then we need no guarantees of good behavior, enforced by
Page 3
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bayonets, and no guardianships. If
the victors encourage

the peaceful

and democratic ideals, the “decent”

people

that are alive behind

the

facades of tyranny, though temporarily silenced by inhuman, despotic
ruling cliques, will come to the fore.

In formulating this peace we turn
towards the legislative body, designed for that purpose. We know this
body as the United Nations. It is a
hard but unpleasant fact that the
United Nations is sick — so sick that
its anxious friends are beginning to

wonder whether the cradle of this
infant organization may not also be

Simson, so long as they enjoy the
ceremonies.”

Well,

that

was

By Lucien Allard
® Richard Simson had been mar-

ried for seven years. His had been
a happy life. At the present time,
however, his lot seemed to be different. He and his four children were
a sad lot to see. Mrs. Simson was in

the hospital.
While ironing, in preparation for

Right after the High Mass, which
Mr. Simson enjoyed so much that
he almost forgot his sadness, there
followed

the

second

Mass,

a low-

Mass. He read through it in his
missal and started the third Mass
before the priest turned around for

the “Ite Missa Est.”

Christmas, she had been seized with

He pushed his way out and waited

sharp pains. After her examination
at the hospital the doctor showed
unusual worry. “She should have

at the car. He thanked good Sister
Josephine for her trouble then started for home.

its deathbed.

been here a bit sooner,” he announced. “We'll do our best, Mr.

“Merry Christmas, children!”

If the United Nations is to be
successful the absolute veto now ex-

Simson. I can’t really say how it
will turn out. It’s a pity to have

“Merry Christmas, daddy.”

ercised by the five chief powers must

this happen just three days before

be modified. The veto might be retained on decisions to undertake
actual sanctions against some nation
or group of nations. The justification

Christmas.”

for the veto in such cases is that, if

a big power didn’t agree with the
sanctions, it would refuse to go
along, in any case, until the U.N.

could compel the power to get into
line. But the veto would be eliminated on all other questions: proposals for investigations, inquiries on
the peaceful settlement of disputes,
to which no nation believing in in-

ternational

cooperation

could

The gifts had been purchased and

laid under

the brightly decorated

tree. A letter of good wishes lay
open at the mouth of the cave, in
which the Holy Family had been
stationed. Just tomorrow and the
gifts would be exchanged.

ob-

ject.
The vaunted
Four
Freedoms
which were of the very essence for
a peaceful world have been quietly
discarded or forgotten. Greed, power politics and imperialism have prevented, not only the realization but

even the honest discussion of these
fundamental prerequisites for lasting
peace and prosperity. In their place

mankind

is now

faced with

two

menaces: the atomic bomb and
atheistic Communism. Of these the
atomic bomb is the lesser evil, for
at its worst it can destroy only
bodily life, although, properly used,
it can be very beneficial for humanity. The other, Communism or Red
Fascism, is evil in its conception,
destructive of soul and body in its
operation. More ruthless even than
Nazism

or Fascism,

because

of its

avowed purpose of world revolution
through economic unrest and social
(Continued on Page 21)
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one

worry off his mind.

The two days in which Mrs. Simson had been absent had seemed
like weeks to the kids. Richard tried
in vain to cheer them up. All his
promises and assurances of her return

had

been

listened

to at first,

but now it didn’t work. The usually
gay Mrs. Cook, who kept house
when the Mrs. was gone, was just

as spiritless. She had purchased two
fat chickens,

and

these

were

now

slowly cooking in the oven.
At 9:00 P. M. Richard dressed up
for Mid-night Mass. His three oldest children would accompany him.
Eveline would stay home, for she
was not old enough. At 10:30 they

left for the Cathedral. It would certainly be packed. Mr. Simson had
his place reserved, and his three kids
would occupy their place in the
choir loft. Sister Josephine said
she’d take care of them.

“Whether

they sing or not doesn’t matter, Mr.

The sadness that had almost disappeared at Mass now returned

slowly. They all thought of the gifts
which would be opened; that is, all
but those

for the mother.

At 2:00 A. M. they were in the
house eating a part of a chicken,
some cookies and doughnuts. When
this was finished they all filed into
the parlor. No one wanted to go to
bed. A few remarks about the Mass
passed back and forth.
Suddenly the phone rang. Richard jumped out of his chair and ran
over to the corner of the room
where the phone lay on a small
table.
“Hello. Yes, this is Mr. Simson,
What? Oh! Thank you. Thank you.
I'll drop in in the morning.”
He turned around to face the four
kids.
“What is it, daddy? What is it?”
He stopped awhile before talking.
The first part of the Introit which
he had just read ran before his
mind. “A child is given to us, a Son
is born to us.”
“You now have a baby brother,”
he announced.
“Hurrah!

Hurrah!

Can

we

see

him now?” they shouted.
“No, no, we'll see him first thing

in the morning. Now, go to bed.”
And their sadness was turned into

joy. God had given them a lasting
gift, a baby boy; the rest did not
matter.
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MARY‘S

IN

MISSION

THE

ATOMIC

AGE

By John O’Connor
@ As the Russian bear continues
with diabolical intent on its path
towards world conquest each of us
realizes that the path is being set
for a major crisis in the history of
civilization. Communism is crush-

ing to powder obstacles in its path
like a thundering herd of buffaloes.

The United States with increasing
strength and might is struggling to

halt the advances of the Communists. And yet our twentieth century
civilization which has crushed God
and religion out of many aspects of
its daily life, will only be spared an
impending catastrophe by heeding
the message of our Blessed Mother
for prayer, penance and the daily
rosary made known in an apparition
to three little shepherd children at
Fatima, Portugal in 1917.

rallied under the leadership of Mary
in order to give battle to the armies
of the prince of darkness. As a
mighty fortress the Church stood
defending Europe against the Turks
over four centuries ago. At the fa-

Body of which each of us is a member. Saint John clearly recalls that
Christ is the true vine and we are
the branches. Never has there been
a more forceful illustration of the
Mystical Body. Now it is Mary’s
task not only to give this body life,

turned swiftly towards Christendom
and against the Turks, the pagan

but also to mother its growth and
perfection. With deadly effect she

inferior in number and equipment
and they were apparently doomed
before the beginning of the battle.

In our atomic age Mary is inviting
men to act as her laborers in order to

mous sea battle of Lepanto the tide
infidels from the Near East. The
forces of the Christian world were

However,

with each man

consecrat-

ed to Our Lady of the Rosary, the
army of Mary, fighting with exceptional courage and daring, secured
complete victory.

Communism is but the fruition of
unadulterated

secularism,

the

di-

vorce of God from every phase of
life. Men are driven to Communism
by a discontent with human life;
they are striving to find peace, happiness and contentment in the material things of this world. Communists believe also that it is necessary to aim at a world conquest,

things in Christ through Mary, His

Blessed Mother. This restoration is
Mary’s mission in the atomic age,
for this is the age of Mary.
God

has entrusted

to Mary

the

mission of defeating the forces of
the serpent. In every period of the
history of the church, men have
December, 1950

in

Portugal,

a message

of

peace and happiness; she made

a

plea for a counter-attack against
Bolshevism and Communism. Mary
supplied to mankind at Fatima a
perfect plan for the conversion of
Russia.

Christ,

‘Total consecration to the Immaculate Heart of Mary, the distinctive
feature of Our Lady’s message at
Fatima, focuses the beacon light on
that which will lead men to a new
spiritual life. The Fatima petition
not only sets a pattern for living a

her Son. Mary carries out her mission through men because she has
provided each of them with every
fragment of spiritual vitality which
they need to follow the path leading

lenges each of us to restore order in
this shipwrecked world by consecrating ourselves to Mary as her laborers. If we would consecrate ourselves

a vigorous

society has already been laid a spiritual shot in the arm is required to
awaken the individual Christian and
through the individual to cure the
existing ills of society. This way of
Christian social living can be nothing less than the restoration of all

1917 at Fatima

dren and gave them

The forces of Communism can
be neutralized only in one way and
up

the most pow-

erful and ruthless enemy of our century. Communism is waging a bitter
war against God and His church.
However, this should not discourage
us. Rather it should give us strength
and confidence that the power of
Mary has not diminished in our
time. For has not our Blessed Mother wiped out the forces of evil in
every age?
In

everything spiritual.

Christian society in its very midst.
As the cornerstone of a Christian

defeat Communism,

Our Lady appeared to three chil-

in order to achieve its purpose: human happiness by separation from

that is by building

gives battle to every evil force that
opposes the growth of the Mystical
Body of Christ.

By using human instruments to
destroy the forces of Satan time and
time again, Mary has continually
brought

mankind

back

to

to Christ.
Christ wills that all men be saved;

He wishes to dwell in every heart;
yet, His kingdom will always be
established through Mary. Mary is

the Mother of Christ. Nor is she the
mother solely of the natural body
of Christ, but also of His Mystical

truly Christian life; but it also chal-

to Mary, say the Rosary, pray and

do penance Mary promised that
Russia would be converted and that
a period of peace would settle over
the world.

So far the message of Fatima has
not saved our modern civilization,
because, convinced that ChristianPage 5

ity does not offer the solution to
present world-stirring problems, our
modern-minded generation has not
tried it. The Fatima message, nonetheless, does provide a remedy for
a suffering humanity which has witnessed war and the terrible consequences of war. If accepted, it would
enable the mass of mankind to build
a new Christian society based on
the love of God and love of our
neighbor.

Mary sealed her promise made at
Fatima by a great public miracle. As
seventy thousand people stood, soaked through by a shower, the sun
plunged wildly earthward. Bead-telling peasants and scoffing skeptics
cringed in the mud. By this aweinspiring spectacle, it seems that
God wished to show that He had
confided to Mary the task of bringing the world back to Christ.
To work with Mary as our
is the stepping-stone towards
ing Christianity, the pillars of
have been severely damaged

Leader
restorwhich
by the

separation of religion from the aspects of our daily life. The farmer,
the factory worker, the business
man,

the professional

man, each in

his own
particular environment
should enter into the mission of
Mary to restore the world to Christ.
Each should present to the world a
picture of Catholic faith which is
lived and lived completely. If we
discovered our car in need of repairs.

we would

take it to a mechanic.

Now that is what Mary is asking us

to do for the world today. Repair
the damage caused by the forces of
the serpent; that is what we as mis-

The O Antiphons
By Francis Mullan
@ Unknown

by

the greater

ma-

jority of Catholics, the O Antiphons
constitute one of the highlights of
the Advent’s season closing. It is

understandable

that

the

priest’s

breviary should be unknown to most
Catholics; for the same

reason

it is

understandable that O Antiphons
are but little known also.

The Antiphons are so-called be-

Breviary. But other breviaries added
the following: (1) O Virgo Virginum and (2) O Gabriel nuntius caelorum. This latter was almost universally replaced by O ‘Thoma
Didyme for the feast of Saint
Thomas the Apostle (December
21). There were even churches with
twelve Antiphons; that is, besides
those already mentioned there were
O Rex Pacifice (to our Lord), O
Mundi

Domina

(to

our

Lady)

and O Hieruaslem (to the City of
the People of God).
These Antiphons are said
sung) at Vespers both before
after the Magnificat: Vespers is
Hour chosen because it was in
evening of the world, says

(or
and
the
the
the

cause each of them begins with the
interjection
“O”;
their opening
words are as follows: O Sapientia,

Church, that the Messias came; sec-

David, O

come.

O Adonai, O Radix Jesse, O clavis
Oriens,

O Rex Gentium,

and O Emmanuel. There are seven
all told. All are addressed to Christ
under a scriptural title and all conclude with a distinct petition to the

coming Lord, for example: “O Wis-

dom ... come and teach us the way

of prudence . . .”; “O Adonai...

come and redeem us by thy outstretched arm”; “O Key of David
.. . come and lead from prison the
captive sitting in darkness and in

the shadow of death.”
Couched in a poetic and scriptural phraseology, they are a notable feature in the Advent Office.
All seven are found in the Roman

ondly, they are sung at the Magnificat to show us that Mary is the
means whereby the Savior is to

The

most

striking

thing

about

these Antiphons is the virility of the
message they contain: sentimental-

ism does not enter into the makeup of the prayers in any respect. ‘The

chant to which these words is set
is one of grave solemnity and is
similar throughout the seven Antiphons; it is grave in keeping with
the message that the Antiphons con-

vey. The message in each case has
as its core some specific reference to
the needs and the short-comings of

mankind, for example, the first antiphon reads as follows:
“OQ Wisdom that proceedeth from

the Mouth of the Most High reach-

sionaries and apostles of the Blessed
Virgin should do. The tools for

ing from end to end mightily and
disposing all things sweetly! come
and teach us the way of prudence.”

Christ’s victory in our day are in our
hands.

The principle message of this Antiphon is, of course, the disposition

In order to build a new social order the worth of each of us is tremendous. That value increases tenfold however, when we unite with

others holding
mous

motto.

like views. The
“In

union

there

fais

strength” forcibly presents the point
to us. United action applies not only

to the highest ranking prelates but
also to the most obscure Christians.

Each has an indispensable role to
play in helping Mary bring about a
(Continued

Page 6

on

Page

20)

of all things by Almighty God, for
the decree of Augustus was seen as
necessary by Almighty God in order
that Mary and Joseph might come
to Bethlehem and thus fulfill the
prophet’s message: “. . . for out of
thee (Bethlehem) He shall come.”

Much

more could be said con-

cerning the Antiphons, but the purpose of the article is more to acquaint the reader with their existence rather than give any kind
extensive treatment of them.

of
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HER

CHRISTMAS
By William

e “Elthen,

Elthen,

“Oh,

Behringer
“It’s not much

Alabama —

next stop!” Then halting in front of
a pretty young lady the conductor
added, “I put your bags out on the
platform, mam.”
thank you, thank you!” she

LETTER

of a home, hon-

ey,” Russ said, “But we were lucky

to get even this.”
“Oh,

Russ,”

Ann

agreed,

“It

is

so dirty and cold, but this is only

temporary. We'll find another place

said and immediately turned back
to the window to catch a glimpse,

soon,” and

if she could, of what was to be her
new home for at least nine months

But search as they would, they
were not able to find another place
and they had to stay in that same
old room with only the dust removed. About two weeks after
Ann’s arrival Russ returned one
evening and found her sobbing.

—at any rate that’s what the Army
told her husband.
Ann,

Mrs.

Pickford

it was

now,

was getting a little excited, for it
had been a whole week since she
had

last

seen

her

husband.

“Why,

Then,

too, she was beginning to wonder
what kind of a town Elthen was.
The dictionary had told her only

that it contained 7,649 people and
was seventy miles northeast (or was

it northwest?) of Birmingham. Was

it going to be a friendly town with
pretty little houses like back home
in Vermont? Ann hoped so! But
she knew no matter what sort of a
place it was, as long as she had her
husband everything would be all
right. Without him even Vermont
would be unbearable.

in a lower voice added,

“T hope.”

“What’s

Ann,”

exclaimed,

he

the matter?”

“Oh, just everything,” she sobbed
and the rest of her words were lost
in another torrent of tears. It took
Russ about ten minutes and all his

husbandly powers of comforting before he could get the reason for all
this commotion.

As soon as the train had stopped,
the doors opened, and the baggage

was thrown out, Ann skipped down
the steps and ran into the arms of

all. There

was

a block

two

cept for a bed, a dresser, a table,
two or three chairs, and a carpet of

dust, all in the same condition as
the house. This wasn’t what either

we

won't

be

here

much

longer.

C’mon fix your face, and let’s go get

a bite to eat.”

“I hope you’re right,” Ann replied, “but I don’t think the end
of this year will ever come.”
Despite Ann’s prediction time did
roll on and soon it was the middle
of December and the Pickfords began to think of Christmas, their first
together. But Christmas in Elthen
was not the same as Christmas in
Vermont. There were no Christmas
trees for sale and no decorations
such as they had been used to. The
few stores were just as drab; the
churches advertised no special program; and the vast majority of
homes displayed not even a candle.
The poor were too poor to do any-

tree and all the trimmings but after
a long search she had to admit de-

feat. Elthen either wanted no Yule-

Illustration

by

Dan

Zamorski

“I was in that old drug store today,” Ann gulped, “and the clerk
was just talking to this man, so I

politely interrupted and asked for
the jar of cold cream I wanted and
—.”

Ann

fought off another flood

and went on. “And then that man

gether

again

turned

room

laughing.

December, 1950

“Yeah, Ann, I know what you
mean but I heard a rumor today
that we might be moved up to
Massachusetts right after the first
of the year. So don’t worry, honey,

About five days before Christmas

had been used to but they were toentered

I mean.”

Ann set out determined to find a

of

and
weatherbeaten,
ancient,
old
homes. It was in one of the latter
that Lt. Pickford had rented a room,
one room, large, cold, and bare ex-

so

room, all the shacks. You know what

they even stayed in Elthen for the
season.

magnificant mansions while the rest
of the town was nothing but shacks

and

“Oh, Russ, it isn’t just him. It’s
everbody
and_ everything — the
landlady, the other boarders, this

display within their homes if indeed

back to the
they would
good look at
nice look at
or

the people were probably laughing
at him.”

thing and the rich kept all signs of

Lt. Russell Pickford, her husband.

Beginning to walk
rooming house where
stay, Ann got her first
Elthen and it wasn’t a

— we were always trying to push the
Southerner around and he said some
other things too that weren’t very
nice and then —everybody in the
store turned around and laughed.”
“That was just one man, honey;
you can’t let him worry you. And

the

around

the trouble with

and

said

us damn

that was
Yankees

tide spirit or could not afford it. It
was beginning to drizzle a little, so
Ann slowly began to walk back.
Suddenly from a passing car a radio
blared forth a strain of a popular

song:

“I’m dreaming of a white

Christmas
Just like the one’s I used to
know.”
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Ann

gave a bitter laugh. “Fine

“THE

GLORY

THAT

WAS”

Christmas this’ll be; damp, rainy, no

decorations! At least Russ and I are
together. If we weren’t —” But she
put that idea out of her mind as
she turned into a neighboring delicatessen to pick up a few things

she needed.
As she was walking out, the clerk

called, “Merry Christmas, mam!”

Ann stopped and replied, “I don’t
see how you can say that in this

town. You wouldn’t know Christmas was coming if you didn’t look

at a calendar. Why, I can’t even
find any decent decorations for sale
anywhere!”
“Have you tried the five-and-ten
across the street?” the clerk asked.
“T heard that one of the mansions
ordered some things from them and
then wouldn’t take them ’cause they
weren’t just right. And if you’d
want some greens, we cut down

an

old fir tree only yesterday out back
and I guess they wouldn’t mind if
you took some branches if you really
wanted them.”
“Oh, that would be wonderful,”
Ann cried. “I did want this Christmas to be a real nice one.”

Pleased with the result of her
shopping trip, Ann entered the old
room with a smile and soon found

herself

humming

a carol

as

she

started to put the greens up. Busily
working for about an hour, she was
tacking up the last of the fir when
she heard footsteps on the stairs.
That would be Russ!
Breathlessly Ann rushed to the
door and waited. What was taking
that husband of her’s so long? She
had never known him to climb
those stairs so slowly. At last the
door opened and Ann cried out,
“Merry Christmas, Honey, how do
you like—” but the look on her
husband’s face made her stop.
“Why, Russ, what’s the matter?”

Fear struck at her heart as he

By Adolf M. Windisch

@ Ward Five sparkled with Texan
sun-beams bouncing off its white-

washed walls. Through the hospital
odors and noises a Brooklynite
shouted across the beds: “Hey,
Patches! Are ‘dey comin’ tadey?”
A rugged 62” frame clamped its
jaw a little tighter as it slowly put

down the mirror before which it
was shaving. “Yes — today.” Patches
turned to his reflection again. “Yes,

thirty-seven

long

months

and

_to-

day’s the day,” he mused. Instinctively his fingers traced the outlines
of the many spider-webbed scars as

they zig-zagged crazily across his face
and neck. “I wonder how’ll they'll
take this?”
His mind reverted back to bygone
days.
How long ago was it that the
headlines of the Cardinal & White
had screamed the caption “MIKE

WIND VOTED HANDSOMEST
OF SCHOOL”? And hadn’t college-days shown repeat performances? Yes, there weren’t many guys
Home

Journal,

Esquire and a host of others, but

he, Mike Wind, had! Modeling
for Mennen’s Shaving Cream, Adam

Hats and other fashions, his had be-

come one of the best known faces
around the country, even while yet
in school.
“Yd been a regular ‘Casanova’
around the college campus,” he
chuckled to himself, “until lovely
Eileen came along!” They had made
a wonderful pair as King and Queen
of the junior class in college. Shortly afterwards they made it a permanent affair with a trip to the

altar. Then a beautiful little cherub
they

World
eously.

called

War

Nancy

and

appeared

an

ugly

simultan-

and

hastily scanned it. Her heart sank

so Mike was fitted out in khaki.

as she

“Glamour-Boy”” became his moniker
among his GI buddies.

it to her.
read

She
—

ripped

it open

Division

leaving

—

report Dec. 23 — destination Korea.
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This often repeated adage seemed
humorous to the guy who made a
mirror a bosom buddy and the ad-

vertising page a livelihood.
June 9,
it stopped

warm

1944 (D-Day plus 3)
being funny! A rather

French

summer

day

had

wrapped itself around a couple of
Company B men who were spearheading the Normandy invasion.
Heading the squad was Sgt. Mike
Wind. Security and rest were promised the battle-fatigued “Joes” in the
form of a partly demolished farm
house a half mile from the fighting
sector. It was almost out of place
in the midst of the devastated countryside which had been racked for
days by barrages of bombing and
salvos of heavy artillery.
Triumphantly scampering among

their

new-found

possessions,

Cpl.

Johnny Unger teased: “Hey, Sarge!
Here’s a ‘vanity-glass”’ for you!”

Rubbing his six-day stubble, Mike

who had gotten their mugs in Harp-

ers, Life, Woman’s

Draft Board Number 987 took a
shine to the handsome fellow and

slowly took out a letter and handed

“Glamour-Boy, you're going to
look into a mirror once too often!”

bounded over to the coveted item—
a shattered mirror, hanging at a
cock-eyed angle on a sagging piece
of wall. “Looks like I’m back in
business again!” he laughingly flung
over his shoulder as his hand sought
to straighten the glass. Then it was
that the concealed bobby-trap spat
the reflected image back at its
original.
It seemed as though a giant claw
had started whittling his nose to
half its size and then continuing on
its way, had ripped out his jawbone,
eye socket and ear lobe. Only a
thumb and little finger remained on
the outstretched, trembling hand.
“You're

lucky,

Mike!”

the

sur-

geon’s words echoed in his mind.
“Your face would have been smashed to smithereens

if you hadn’t re-

ceived

of the explosion

on

the brunt

the side of the head!”
(Continued on Page 22)
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FRANKIE

BUYS
By James

© Five-thirty:

quitting time!

“Well,

With an emancipated air, Frankie
McGough swept some unfinished reports from the top of his desk into
the top center drawer, put the ragged cover on his calculating machine,

and

switched

off

the

desk

lamp. It was Friday night, and Monday would be Christmas. “Three
days away from this hole,” muttered
Frankie. He was thinking, though,
how nice it would be if he never

had to see it again!
Adjusting the venetian blind near
his

desk,

he

crossed

join the other men
the

office force

room

to

and women

the

of

at the

cloak-room,

where they were exchanging final
wishes for a pleasant holiday. The
giggly blonde who was Mr. Drake’s
private secretary momentarily lost
her balance while putting on one of
her galoshes. Frankie caught her
until she regained her equilibrium.
“Merry Christmas,” she giggled.
“Merry Christmas,” replied
Frankie. He shrugged into his topcoat, then

let himself

out into the

I

A

FLOWER

Cooney

promised

Vivian

I'd

come home early . . . we're going to

have her folks down from Springfield for Christmas dinner and |
told her I’d help clean
ment.”

the apart-

“C’mawn, what are you — man or
mouse?” taunted Al.
“Sure,

just

one

with

the

boys,”

Mike compromised.
“Okay, okay,” replied Frankie, not
sure whether or not he really felt
guilty. After all, he had been a
model husband during their almost-

a-year of married life.

the Drake

merchants

Here

were

striving

and

to

there,

keep

their walks free from the slippery
stuff. At the corner of Madison and
Mound, a chilled Santa stood guard
beside his iron kettle and tripod,
ringing a large bell in a brave effort
at keeping up his holiday mien.

December,

1950

to know.

ordered

Tom-and-Jerrys

and

then

and the Christmas bonus. When the
drinks arrived — hot, spicy, and fragrant—the men exchanged comments
on their merits and the heart-warm-

ing sensation of cheer that they dispensed. Then, Frankie fell silent
and did a little nostalgic remin-

iscing ...

When he was single, he had been
a gay blade, a regular fellow, and
always good for a laugh —as these
men with him now were. After a
day at the office he would usually
adjourn to Kelley’s Club for a little
conviviality. Then, he and the fellows would go to one of the small
foreign restaurants which abounded
Illustration

“Sold!” agreed Mike. “How about
you, Frankie?”

wanted

fell into idle conversation about
current events, office happenings,

snow.

the street. “Real Christmas weather,

“Speaking of Chartreuse, what
say we drop in at Kelley’s and have
a warmer-upper for the holiday,”
suggested Al.

Mike

wind-driven

“Man, look at ’er snow out
there!” greeted Al, turning up the
collar of his overcoat and indicating

“Better yet,” joined Mike, “would
be a St. Bernard dog with a keg of
Chartreuse!”

“Look, honey, are you going to
write our biographies, or take our

orders?”

Advertising

“Yeah,” growled Frankie, “and if
you're a good boy, maybe Santa will
bring you a sled.”

Hi,

Frankie! . . . don’t see you around
much anymore!”

Marge smiled good-naturedly, and
pointed a pencil at her pad.
In keeping with the season, they

Agency.

chr’

Marge, the waitress, came to take

The trio joined the quitting-time
crowds with heads down and hands
dug deeply into warm _ overcoat
pockets against the sting of the

first-floor corridor of the Atlas build-

by

ment.
their orders. “Hi, Al! Hi, Mike!

ing. Near the main entrance he discovered Al Ansanto and Mike Beyans, both of whom were also em-

ployed

Inside, they returned the cheery
greeting of the bartender, who warned them to “leave their shooting
irons outside,” then paused to brush
the glistening crystals from each
other’s back. That done, in a holiday
mood, they made their way to a
booth in the rear of the establish-

by

“Feel guilty,
confessed Al.

Virginia

passing

in the neighborhood for an inexpen-

MacMillan

him

up,”

“Huh! The way my finances are,
I'd kind o” like to join him,”
Frankie gritted into the wind.
They crossed Madison Street and
paused at Kelley’s Cask Club, a few
doors farther down
on Mound
Street.

agreed.

In

1941,

his

life of leisure

had

been interrupted by “Pearl Harbor.”
After four-and-a-half years in Alaska,
he had returned to take up where

boys,”

he had left off . . . but Vivian had

seems like old times,” Al

changed his mind! Vivian, the girl
whom he had met while he was on
a furlough! Now, he was the typic-

“Here’s a safe
laughed Mike.
“Yeah,

sive meal. Afterwards, they would
go to their lonely rooms, get dressed
for the evening and gather later at
Kelley’s for another drink. Then,
usually, it would be time for the
feature picture at some theater.

harbor,
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ally domesticated male, with a nice

little wife, a swell apartment, and a

LIVED

AFTER

DEATH

secure job. But lately, he had been

tiring of the monotony attached to
such a position. He longed for the
old days, the gay carefree nights of
carousing around with the boys . . .
the complete freedom of being
single and independent! Now, he
almost resented Vivian. True, she
was a good wife
— pretty, intelligent, practical—one whom any man
would be proud to come home to at
the end of a weary day, but. . .
“.
. sure a lucky guy, Frankie,
having a swell wife and a warm
homecooked meal in a nice home
waiting for you!” Al’s statement
brought him back to the present.
Frankie replied, “Yeah, but . . .”
“But what?” demanded
Mike,

“Why man, if I had a sweet little
woman waiting for me, you wouldn’t catch me here!”
“Yeah, Frankie,” interjected Al,

“you don’t know how fortunate you
are. It gets old, raising cain all the
time, and doing yourself and everyone else no good.”
Frankie flushed inwardly. Gee,
had he been disillusioned! These
fellows
— typical
of the former
Frankie
— actually envied his home
life! Starting guiltily, he glanced at
the old fashioned clock on the

dimmed wall and rose to leave.

“Well, fellows,” he said, donning
his hat and coat, “thanks for the

drink . . . it’s been nice. . . "bye,
now.

??

Hurrying hore in the snow-illuminated dark, he glanced into Aunt
Bridget’s Flower Shop and discovered that the little old proprietress was
still in. Entering with
flushed
cheeks, he ordered the largest, whitest, sweetest-smelling camellia —
Vivian’s favorite flower —that the
little old lady had.
With the box tucked securely under his arm, he left. He thought of
Vivian, singing as she prepared their
evening meal on the small range.
Vivian — his wife! As he pictured
her pixie face wreathed by the cloud
of brunette hair that was her crowning glory, a warm feeling engulfed
him. The camellia would look very
nice nestled at
beautiful hair!
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one

side

of

that

By Bernard Medeiros

@ 1 stood at the ship’s rail and
watched the precipitous and jagged
outline of Molokai loom solemnly
and suddenly from out of a thundering surf. On this cold damp
morning there were no signs of
friendliness; no happy singing and
clamor customary to the arrival of

ships in Honolulu Harbor.
Here on this peninsula of despair

I was bounded by the sea on three
sides, sufficiently isolated with at
least a hundred or more other lepers

like myself, not as patients but as
colonists doomed
to
“death” before death.

a

certain

On shore I was horrified to see
remnants of human beings, rotted
and bloated beyond ordinary shape.
In utter despair I gazed upon these
distorted figures resigning myself at
that moment to the fact that I
would

soon

become

one

of

them,

one with them. From among them
came a booming voice which shout-

ed, “In this place there is no law!”
I was soon to realize the truth of
this statement.
The days went by. I was free to
do as I pleased. ‘There were others
who thought as I did. After all, we
were to die anyway; why not have
the last fling! As yet my body was
not corrupt like the others. I was
young, and people had told me,
handsome. If there were to be a
hell on earth then I was going to
make it my conception of a heaven
of a hell.
A group of us had spent a hectic
day stealing supplies of food and
that luxury called milk from one of
the store houses belonging to Kamiano, the priest. He appeared to
be a nosey individual, one of a race
which not only introduced this
deadly disease here but also made
these laws of banishment. As _ he

gave us chase one of the party turn-

ed about, rushed towards the blackrobed man, embraced, and rubbed
him with arms and hands covered

with open sores.

We were still laughing at what
had happened that day when Imu
waddled into the hut carrying a jug
of Ki, an intoxicating liquor right
from the still. Amidst the vulgarity
and obscenity of conversation I sat
and sipped and joined the boisterous laughter. There were moments
when I felt this mirth not genuine.
There was something about that
damned priest that did not conform
to the foul ideas expressed by my

carefree

companions.

They

told

stories of probable escapades with
women he allowed to be about his
home.
He seemed not to be the type of
a man whose morals were debased.
Certainly we could not accuse him
of resting on his laurels. The daily
tasks of grave-digging, coffin-making,
doctoring, and a multitude of other
miscellaneous labors continued to
keep him feverishly busy.
I lit my pipe, for I came to be
a confirmed pipe lover, when I
learned that the smell of tobacco

was a means of combatting the poisoned odor of rotted flesh.
Soon the sips became gulps, then
larger swallows. The last thing I
vaguely remember is that I had
abandoned all decency, ran about
naked, acted as though mad. Later
I was told that there were drunken
shouts and wild outbursts of laughter that gave evidence of a carousel
being held in one of the huts.
This morning with Imu’s help I
managed to get to the church again
where Kamiano held services. My
faithful kuaina saw to it that I was
well out of the line of vision, yet in
a place where I could see and hear
the awe-inspiring man. It was a hot
day. The place was sultry and very
crowded with invalids in varying
stages of the disease. I saw I was
not alone.
I had come quite often of late
to hear the words of this man who
would not rest as long as there were
(Continued

on

Page

22)
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LET

US

RETRIEVE...
By William E. Huth

@ Was there ever in the history
of the human race, in the history of
the

Church,

a Christmas

and

the

dawn of a new year in which men
showed more clearly than today a
desire to see the contrast disappear

between

the message

of peace at

Bethlehem and the internal and external unrest of a world which has
abandoned the straight path of truth
and justice?
When one knows himself to be
advancing along a safe path, how
beautiful a thing it is to walk in the
light, the light given to all men
united by faith in the Savior of the
World, the light that comes down
from the star that shone over Bethlehem.
If one wishes to return to the
principles of justice that lead to
peace, then go to Bethlehem. We
must recall the example and the
doctrine of Him who from the
cradle to the Cross knew no higher
mission than that of fulfilling the
will of His Heavenly Father. We
must be brought to acknowledge the
world’s subjection to the divine law
as the guide to nght thinking and
the measure of wholesome and conscientious conduct.
The great return to the lessons
taught by the message of Bethlehem
was never more necessary for the
world than today. Truly the contrast
between that divine message and the
world today is very clear to men.
If there is one thing that a Christian should do in this country it is
to put Christ in Christmas. There
are tew words that strike such a

deep

cord

in

people’s

hearts

as

Christmas. And yet for how many
does it suggest more than good
cheer, family reunions and _ bright
shop windows.

But there is one noble sentiment
which is very much a part of the
feast even to the least believing ones
December,

1950

among us. ‘I'he angels’ message has
not entirely faded from the minds
of people and peace among men still
stands out as very important.
Yes, how pitiable the situation
when a child asks its parents (“It
came upon the midnight clear,”)
“who came?” “Santa Claus,” replies
the parent in a purely materialistic
and naturalistic expression, typical

permanent in a life of glory in
heaven. Christmas is not merely a
commemoration, it is a beginning.
There can be no age so forlorn and
no life so sad and apparently frustrated, as not to be raised up and
given hope by Christmas. The Ad-

vent liturgy, so rich in hope and
comfort of the Scripture, bids us lift

our

up our heads because our redemption is at hand. The Day of the Lord
draws nearer every day, both in His
impressive Second Coming at the

world politics.

end of the world, and in that inti-

Christmas is a feast of humility,
of our dependence on God, of our

will come to each of us immediately
after death.

of the

drought

spint current
ilies, our

hope

in

of the

economic

God,

Christian

in our modern

and

spirit, and

herein

lies

fam-

its

mate and searching visitation which

special value for an age saturated
with egotism and self-assurance. Yet
the truest and richest self-expression
comes through the emptying of ourselves of our self-assurance. God indeed became man that man might
be admitted to a share of the Divine
Life.

‘Therefore we are bidden by the
Apostle to sit lightly to the things
of this world, and to use sparingly
of its material goods, “as those who
use them not.” This is the true meaning of detachment, a word which
has acquired a very real meaning to

With Christ comes the beginning

‘The meekness and quietness with
which Our Lord came to Bethlehem
is in striking contrast to the arrogance and noise of the world. This
meekness carried in the Person of
Christ its own rebuke. But it was
a rebuke of gentleness and love
drawing and attracting us to follow
the better way and so to obtain His
peace and “enter into His rest.”
“The Lord is mighty and greatly to

of

eternal

life

for

man,

which

as

Saint ‘Thomas tells us is none other
than the life of grace dwelling in us
now, and one day, please God, to be

most people in these times.

be

feared,

the

Lord

is little

and

greatly to be loved.” The two aspects
complete each other. Our Judge, we
are reminded at Christmas is also
our Saviour.
Let us during this time of festivity and celebration retrieve the true
Christmas spirit from the depths of
paganism and apply it to our lives.
Let our expressions of friendship
and love for our fellow men at
Christmas time be a symbol of our

love for the Divine Babe of Beth-

lehem who came to us with an infinite love.
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@ John Densey stood before Harpicks haberdashery display window
looking over the latest articles of
wear. “The merchants have outdone
themselves this year,” he thought,
his heart lifting a little as he observed one article then another.
It was Christmas eve of 19—. The
streets were quiet now. Even the

small

shops had

closed. The

last

group of department store clerks had
embarked on the cross-town ten
minutes earlier. There was no longer the hubbub and commotion of a
milling crowd.
A newsboy stood on the corner
beseeching occasional passersby to
purchase his last paper. The policeman on the beat was momentarily
seeking seclusion and escape from
the rasping wind in a store-front
foyer across the street. Other than
the newsboy, the policeman and an
eccasional passerby the streets were
desolate.
While John was scrupulously ap-

praising The Tie You Love To
Crush, someone approached him
from behind.

PUMPERNICKEL

“Sandy, I don’t understand your
being in Placid City on Christmas
eve. What brings you here?”

By Paul Beshara

Sandy offered a whimsical smile
in conjunction with his partial explanation. “I thought I would look
around. Christmas eve is just as good
as any time.”

“If you remember before you left

Royalton last year, I said I intended

to go to Royalton University. I’ve
been going two semesters and I decided to spend a retreat—like in
Placid City during the holidays. I

wanted to get away from the ivory
tower for a while. I thought it would

get my feet back down to earth.”
John was studying Sandy intensely
as he spoke.
There was something peculiar
about Sandy’s manner. When John
last

saw

him,

he

maintained

of uncertainty about him. His mo-

tivation—John knew from past experience—though energetic was unguided and erratic.

John reeled to face the speaker. A

me, ee When my feet start itching I start moving. I came all the
way from Logan. Did pretty good.
Made it in three rides . . . But what
are you doing here in Placid City?”
Page 12

ever, when he looked at John his
stare was penetrating; like a pleading
or a prayer, or a searching for some-

thing which he knew wasn’t there,
and then it seemed to have a childlike, dreamy essence.

“Well, how about taking me up
on
Illustration

John

by

Tom

continued,

Eshelman

“What

do you

say we go to Snos” Grill and brief
the past year over a Tom and Jerry?”
“Good

blank stare from the waitresses, was

“What am I doing here! That is
a good question. Well, you know

Sandy was silent. Not until the
last few minutes had John realized
that the Tom and Jerry was not the
first liquor Sandy had taken today.
Sandy’s eyes moved restlessly. How-

“Yes, I remember. I sort of said
something like that.” A quizzical
look came over his face.

Placid City?”
John hadn’t seen Sandy since he

asking for pumpernickel. ‘The blank
stare—chuckling the duo—was worth
the effort of the query.

for you. Why you'll never get anyplace, kid, as long as you persist in
bouncing around like a rubber ball.”

“Sandy, do you remember last
year you said you wanted to go to
church sometime?”

“Why you old son of a gun!” bellowed John. “Sandy Sandoval, what
in tarnation are you doing here in

the same restaurants. Their favorite
joke, which generally brought a

And
time
you
You
had
way.

At the moment it seemed appropriate that the juke box was blaring
“Don’t wait until the night before
Christmas to be good”.

smile of recognition swept across
his conutenance. His eyes narrowed
to such an extent that he was looking between his eyelashes.

in the same factory and after working hours had “chowed-down” in

eh?

‘There was a chance of advancement

an

assured air. Now, he appeared as
though there were something on his
mind. Sandy was a deep man who
did a lot of thinking. There was
nothing superficial about his speech,
though. He was straightforward in
what he said. Still there was a sense

“Say, ya got any pumpernickel?”

left Royalton. Both John and Sandy
had gone to Royalton two years previously. They had worked together

“Just looking around,

Christmas eve is just as good a
as any other, huh? . . . Sandy,
shouldn’t have left Royalton.
were making good money. You
the breaks with you all the

idea.”
3S

*

a

Snos’s, about two blocks distant

from Harpick Clothiers, was located
under a wholesale drug concern. Its
atmosphere offered a background for

it tomorrow

morning?”

As

an

afterthought he added, “It will be
Christmas Day, you know.”
After a few seconds pause Sandy
tactfully

said,

“Yes,

I guess

I can

make it. What time are you going?”
There was a tinge of reserve in his
words.
*

*

**

The next morning John was waiting by the cathedral steps at the

genial conversation. Although it was

appointed time. Five minutes pass-

a downtown den, its graft was nominal, for its service and liquors were
the average grade and met the local

the service to start. John, looking

requirements

tele.

of

constituent

clien-

ed. Ten.

Fifteen.

It was

time for

four ways and seeing no sign of
Sandy, went inside the cathedral.
(Continued on Page 21)
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a goodly store of; it cost little and
often paid large dividends. We will
not enumerate

By Willard Crowell

the many. instances

in which her faith had been justified. Suffice it to say that they were
numerous enough to warrant her

staunch belief in the wonders it ofte “Lift your end higher, Jackie, glance over their shoulders at the
it’s dragging on the ground,” fourtree they entered the house as a
body and converged upon their
year-old Bobbie shrilled as he and
father who was ensconced in his
his three sisters Nina, Judy and
favorite chair reading the paper. At
Nancy, aged five, seven and nine
their approach he lowered the paper
respectively, danced along beside the
and peered out at them, their glowChristmas tree which their two olding faces contrasted by his lined one.
er brothers Jackie, ten and Billie,
All at once and in nondescript terms
eleven were carrying between them.
they attempted to inform him of the
It was Christmas Eve afternoon and
feat they had accomplished in order
they were bringing home the prize,
that they might have a tree for their
a Christmas tree given them by Mr.
party that night. At the mention of
Bromson who sold them on the
the word party a question formed itcomer lot, for helping him straightself in the mind of Mr. Riley, but
en up his stock after prospective cusan unkown source of reserve pretomers had, in their search for a
vented him from giving utterance
tree to fit their living room and
to it. For the truth was that Mr.
purse, disarranged them. “Won’t
Riley, good man that he was, could
daddy be surprised,” piquant little
not recall having promised them or
Nina chimed in. “It sure is a whopeven spoken with the children on
per” ventured Judy, and there were
the matter of a Christmas party. In
more expressions of delight from the
a somewhat confused state he listenothers. Their glee knew no bounds
ed to their wondrous tale, holding
and any expression which gave vent
the two younger girls on his lap and
to it was in order.
smiling affably at the six of them.
“Hi, Johnny,” Bobbie yelled as he
At the finish Mr. Riley stood up and
spied a playmate on the other side
the children bounced upstairs in
of the street, “you coming to our
search of decorations with which to
party tonight?” “Sure, if you're realcrown their prized possession. Mr.
ly going to have one.” “Sure, we're
Riley strode into the kitchen where
going to have one,” replied Bobbie
his wife was preparing supper and
with a disdainful air as though the
asked her if she knew anything
suggestion of doubt in Johnny’s reabout the party which the children
ply was the epitome of ignorance.
were contemplating for that night.
And so it was all along the way
A trace of a smile crossed her goodhome, invitations repeatedly extendnatured countenance, “Why cered to playmates and acquaintances
tainly, dear, don’t you remember,
to attend the party which had occuyou promised them last September
pied their thoughts since the first
they could have one.” Mr. Riley
cold snap in September. Cold
looked thoughtful for a moment and
weather is conducive to thoughts of
then of a sudden remembering he
Christmas in the minds of children.
said, “Yes, now I remember, I did,
but that was in September, I
‘Their merriment increased as they
thought it was just a passing notion,
scurried along the street lined on
and
they would forget it as I seem
both sides by dwellings which wore
to
have.
You know how work has
tired expressions from having seen
been
this
fall, and with Nina having
many Christmases without benefit
that
throat
infection in October we
of repair or repainting. They silently
don’t have any money to spare for
bespoke the status of their tenants.
a party. Still I promised them one
“Well, we got it home,” said Boband I don’t like disappointing
bie after he had engineered the dethem.” “Well,” his wife added,
the rickety porch. Flinging a last
“perhaps things will work out.”
positing of the tree in a corner of
Faith was one thing Mrs. Riley had
December, 1950

times worked.
With a wrinkled brow and an air
of ponderous thought Mr. Riley
pecked his wife on the cheek, informed her he was going for a walk
and went back into the living room

to get his hat and coat. As he stepped out into the raw December air

the laughter of the children pealed
from upstairs and struck him pain-

fully as a twist upon a knife imbedded in his body would have done.
He paused upon the porch long
enough to peruse the tree leaning
in the corner. “It is a big one,” he
thought, “there won’t be enough
decorations to cover it. What matter
though, the eyes of children see
what they wish.” He well knew that

the tree would glisten with dazzling

brilliance through the projected imagination of childhood.
He could hear the sounds of the

main thoroughfare as he walked toward it. They impinged upon him
and rebounded for he was in deep
thought. Then the sounds softened

though

he approached

nearer, for

snow had again commenced to fall
thickly and glaring neon lights took
on a soft and serene glow through
the enveloping cloud of white flakes.
The shops would be closing soon.
He doubted if there would be time
even to purchase the desired sundries, should he perchance obtain
the necessary amount of money.

What little money he had been able

to spare for Christmas had already
gone into the purchase of a toy
apiece for his children, and none
had been left for delicacies.
Thus went his thoughts as he
stood at the corner waiting for the
light to change. Suddenly he was
yanked from his meditation when a
large truck rounded the corner at a
high rate of speed and a dull thudding sound reached his ears. He
glanced quickly around at the rapidly disappearing truck, caught the
words “Express Delivery Service” on
the half of the tailgate which was
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closed and mused. “Hmmm, that
fellow is really in a hurry to get
home.” ‘Then his gaze riveted on an

could be viewed. ““Tangerines, can-

object lying in the street, a box.

unison. Oh! This would be the best

“Must have dropped off that truck,”

he thought as he turned and walked

quickly to where it lay. One corner
was broken open and out of it spilled nuts, candies and goodies of every
description. Stuffing the spilled assortment back into the box he picked it up; it wasn’t too heavy. Immediately thoughts of what to do
crowded into his mind. It seemed to
be an answer to his prayer and problem, but that it wasn’t the night

died apples, candy canes, oranges,
nuts, fruit cakes,” they chanted in
party ever. Mrs. Riley busied herself getting out plates and bowls to
put the lovely assortment of delicacies into. The children helped eagerly, fascinated by the splendor of
such an array.

until that moment the predicament
he had placed himself into by bringing the box home. He was too intent
upon finding a method to return it
to its nghtful owner to realize the
complications his action might lead

to. The children followed him into
the

kitchen

where

he

placed

the

box upon the floor, then stood there
waiting for him to open it. “See

Bobbie,” said Jackie, “I told you he

had it somewhere.”

This to little

Bobbie who apparently had begun
to doubt his father’s fidelity to his
promise. Mr. Riley stood there surveying the situation; it was a complex one. Mrs. Riley beamed at her
husband

and

then

at the children,

for she was not aware of how he
had come into possession of this
wondrous thing. Faith had triumphed again.

he

stepped

forward
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to

you.”

the children, and he returned

they had finished their

cut

him

off

with

a

the members of the parish made it

possible.

We

sent

out a hundred

boxes this Christmas, but this one is

rather special. I heard about this party a month or so ago and—well,

Iilustration

by

Betty

knowing that you were working short
time down at the plant we thought
we might help out a little. The real
reason I stopped in tonight was to
find out if it was delivered in time.

Oswetler

It was time for their friends to

begin arriving and everything must
be ready. Mr. Riley still silent, stood

back and watched. He knew that
restitution for the contents must be

forthcoming. Somehow he would do
it. Surely they would understand at
the express company when he told
them how it was. But what if they
shouldn’t? But they would, they had
to! Suddenly he was tired, very tired.
peaceful resignation closed around
him, and he was dully aware of the
front door opening and closing as

the neighborhood children arrived.
Then

in an attempt

to shrug

off

some of the weight of his problem
he went into the living room again
and stationed himself near the stairway and watched the merriment
increase as the party and games got
under way. He had watched this
scene for perhaps fifteen minutes
when there was a knock at the door,
a

heavier

knock

this

time,

so

it

caller he did not show it, instead he
greeted
him,
“Merry
Christmas,

as

opened the box to the eager eyes of

talk

chuckle and a wave of his hand,
“Don’t try to thank me, Mr. Riley,

his brood so that its full contents

mind

to

about that box over there—”, Father

and

Mr. Riley knew what he had to

like

this is my tenth stop tonight and
I’m rather chilled,” replied Father
McCormack. The Father was greeted
with cries of “Merry Christmas”

McCormack

probably was not just a late arriver
to the party. For this reason he
opened the door himself. If he was
astonished at the identity of the

do. There was little doubt in his

I’d

“Coffee sounds awfully good to me,

coffee Mr. Riley began, “Father, I’d
like to say something to you
— it’s

into the walkway of his house he
could see the children through the
window decorating the tree. He
opened the door and was greeted
with cries of “Merry Christmas” followed by delightful oohs and aahs
carrying. Mr. Riley did not realize

coffee,

ner. When

he turned

as the children saw what he was

ped in. “Won’t you come into the
kitchen, Father, and have a cup of

the greeting in a most hearty man-

the Express Delivery was uptown.
He was beginning to become numb
with cold so he shouldered the box
and headed for home. He would talk
it over with his wife and decide
upon how to return it to the de-

When

ingly returned his greeting and step-

from

one he well knew. It would have to
be returned. But how? The office of

livery company.

Father, won’t you come in?” Father
McCormack of the local parish smil-

The Express Delivery Company who

did the delivering for us was rather
short of trucks because of the last
minute rush, but I see yours got
here in time.” Mr. Riley, not daring
to believe what he had heard, let
his gaze wander down to the box on
the floor and — there — neatly lettered on the corner were the words
TO: The Riley Family, 168 Chestnut St. In his over-anxious state of
mind he had completely forgotten

to look for an address,

his

only

thought had been to return it to the
delivery company that had lost it.
Relief and a tremendous feeling of
thanksgiving surged through him. If
the good Father was somewhat
taken aback by the comical look of
relief which crossed Mr. Riley’s face
he did not mention it. Rather he
thanked him for the coffee and took
his leave. As for Mr. Riley, after he
had closed the door behind the
Father he leaned against it momentarily and murmured a silent prayer
and made a mental note to take a
larger stock in faith for the coming
year. Combined with that of his
wife’s it should pay a handsome dividend.
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Hemlock’s

I found a crumpled sprig of mistletoe
And felt the roughness of its shriveled leaves.
I stared

The beast bore proudly on his corded back
The last delightful member of the grove
Whose dancing branches left a soft green track.
Next morning, by the roaring, squat old stove,
The Hemlock played the role of Yule Tree fine;
have

been

the

erect as gilded

I thought

scepter

of old Jove,

Spruce

of Pine!

—James

again

Beneath a cloud of white, pearl
The rippling mass of dancers

blooms;

about
face

....

The laughing face of you.
Tears seared my eyes as I recalled that night,
A song swelled in my breast
And, as before,
Love held me in her fickle grasp
As I relived a kiss....
A warm-lipped, dulcet kiss
Beneath green mistletoe.
My loneliness was gone and for awhile
The fantasy seemed real.
Then quick as it began, the music ceased
Reality returned;
(The laughing figures fled
The longed-for vision died)
And mem’ries of that perfect Christmas passed.
Devoid of dreams
I clutched the faded stem
Which symbolized enchantment I had known;
With taut, dry lips
I kissed the brittle twig ....
And sobbed, in vain,
To callous, winter stars.
—Shirley McNeil.

“See here!” he shouted to his shiv’ring mule,
“A tree for our unornamented shack!”
His axe cut clean, and homeward for the Yule

well

then

Until I saw in view
A soulful, handsome

On Christmas Eve. Then, song burst through the wood
When one quite gnarled and old, in search of fuel,
Sought rest, and by the lonely Hemlock stood.

stood

And

A hazy group of people swayed
Whirled

Holiday

Whose regal robe the flying winds did stir,
But from a keener pain. Alone it stood
Among the cow’ring tumbleweed and burr

Might

at it.

Of gets 3
Remembered too, a night so long ago:

A week had seen the Hemlock’s cohorts go:
The fragrant Spruce, the Pine, the Douglas Fir;
Now Hemlock drooped, not from the clinging snow

And

Mistletoe

Cooney.

é

@

®

Peace
What
What

A

Is A Poem?

is a poem?
Is it a sing-song effort
Of some futile rhymer?
Is it a musical cadence
Which sings more than says?

poem

is

A

portrait

A
A

landscape,
seascape,

Peace

....

a thing of incomparable

Peace

....

the

Peace
Peace

....
....

the ambition of what we call duty;
the ultimate of all our goals.

What

does

Why

aim

A

Hope

it mean?

This word that makes hearts
But is there such a thing?

ring!

—Carole

a taxi

driver.

is an

organ,

of sod
A

appear

forlorn

through

sparrow

the

snow,

flits to and

fro.

A

cluster of branches devoid of leaves:
The jutting of icicles down from the eaves.

A

scarlet

orb

sinks

in

the

west;

The distant horizon receives it to rest.
The clouds of the evening tuck it to bed:

Or a man in the mines.
A poem is a pawn shop
A church and a spouse;

And

It’s a servant and master,
A love and a hate,
And even more,
A poem is.

—T.

Simpson.

Winter

in a cockpit

A piano with wings.
It’s a bird in the air

December, 1950

for;

and die for?

Rills

poem

beauty;

souls;

To build a world around this word?
This word, its meaning that we live

Peace!
Peace!

Iisa
Or

all men’s

do we strive and glean

An abstract diversion.
A poem is
A pony express rider facing the plains.
Pilot

of

W.

winter

to things

of nature

is wed.

—Francis

H.

LM

Mullan.

ROLL LA
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Editerial

CHRISTMAS

ALL

Comment

OUR

LIVES

@ While reflecting on what to write for a Christmas editorial our thoughts ended with two questions:
“Well, just who reads the editorial page?” and “Why?”
Judging from our own experience, we answered to the
first query, “People who want facts and principles”;

to the second, “Because they believe that these should
be found on the editorial page.” Those who think this
are right, and it is for them to decide whether or not
their wants are being satisfied.
ous

To these people then, we wish to impart a vigorbelief of ours that is very appropriate for this

time of year. That belief is, that the world will profit
from our education. Such a statement may seem inane
at first, but there are those— and right here on our
own campus
— who hold the opposite point of view.
True, the successful realization of that belief is dependent upon certain circumstances, and that is where
Christmas comes in.

The terms we daily juggle and struggle to define as
part of the development of our mental structure here
at school
— terms like truth, charity, justice, equality,
and hope — we endeavor to apply out of school and to
pass on to others. For almost the whole of every year
we labor and argue, and in our enthusiasm sometimes
practice the opposite of the virtues we are preaching.
Then,

for a few days around the twenty-fifth of

December each year, we suddenly cease to quibble and
our better natures enable us to actually feel as if we
have at last mastered those indefinables.
The influence of the Child whose holy birthday
we observe at Christmas extends all over the world
wherever hearts are open to it, during this period.

Great and small works of philanthropy are performed,
stirring editorials issue forth from the press, and bells
of Churches of different denominations peal forth in
unison instead of cacophony.
But, in a few short days, men

are at each

other's

throats again, the masquerade is over, and virtue has
been shed for another year. One of the previouslymentioned “certain
believe to be the
mentioned.
We

have

seen

circumstances” and one which we
most important should be now

enthusiasm. Once maturity is attained, and “worldliness” begins its anaesthetizing work, we
— for want of
a more expressive word—become cynical. We lose
that trusting innocence which we hold for so little

length of time after the days of our youth.
What we are trying to bring out here is that in
order to live Christmas all our lives — not in a holiday
spirit, but as a Holy day — we should not “grow up”

in the sense that we lose sight of those virtues which
characterize our actions at Christmas time. If we are
able to achieve this state, and to help strengthen

in

the hearts of men the teachings of the Christ Child,
the world will be able to say that it has indeed profited
by our education.

A

LETTER

TO

SANTA

CLAUS:

@ You probably don’t remember us, for it has
been eighteen long years since we skeptically discarded
you and discovered pater’s pocketbook. But this year,

dear old North Pole philanthropist, we have a very
special

request

to make

of you

and

shall

anxiously

await its fulfilment when you make your annual appointed rounds. Will you, during the course of your
sleigh-borne peregrinations, kindly stop at the University of Dayton and leave us some students who are
interested in writing for the story-starved ExPoNENtT?

We think it quite possible that you could choose
them from among the approximately three thousand
persons who make up the student body at U.D. Such
a large group of thinking men and women — and they
are thinkers, and wouldn’t be here if they weren’t—
surely contains a larger number of potential writers
than that small, faithful portion from whom we have
been hearing regularly.
It is hardly possible to believe that victims of the
“writing bug” are confined to those students in the
Arts division alone. Wouldn’t it seem that way, Santa?

You see, we would like very much to print the thoughts
how,

in

contrast

to

our

actions

during the rest of the year, we all suddenly become at
Page 16

Christmas the workers for Christ that he intended for
us to be at all times. By analogy, that is exactly what
takes place in the events of an average life. As children,
we are candid, sincere, and behold everything with

and

ideas of those in the other divisions, so as to get

the viewpoints of a more representative group here at
The Exponent

school. The present contributors are not a select group
(if they were their numbers would be larger) nor are

they a monopolizing clique. Instead, they are: dependable, observant, and hard-working members of what is

actually one of the most unpublicized groups on the
campus — the story writers.

One of the best definitions of the word “exponent”, is this: any person or thing that represents the

Frederic

E. Weatherly

expresses

a thought

we

may use to make our point clearer in his poem, “Follow-

ing the Star.”
“And
on wings
of human
want and
left on

then me thought earth faded. I rose as borne
beyond the waste of ruined lives, the press
things. Above the toil and shadow, above the
woe, my old self and its darkness seemed

earth

below,

and

onward,

upward,

shone

the

character or principles of something. The Exponent is

star until it seemed to me it flashed upon the golden

a thing; and it should directly represent the character

gates and o’er the crystal sea, and then the gates rolled

and principles of those who have literary leanings at

backwards; I stood where angels trod. It was the Star

UD.

of Bethlehem had led me up to God.”
A magazine with insufficient contributors is like an

orator with an inadequate vocabulary:

neither can do

justice to the task that is undertaken. If, as is the
opinion of some of the students, the ExPoNENT is a
“dry” magazine, the fault logically lies in them, because they have the power and the right to try to raise
the standards of their campus magazine by offering to
it contributions of what they think would serve to

help make it more colorful.
Those

who

hold

Mary is that Christmas Star, a light of hope shining as a beacon for all to see. Anyone knowing of
Mary’s mission as the guide of souls through the world

cannot but turn and follow her on the path she knows
so well.

Those

who

follow

it, follow

led to heaven’s gate where
entrance to them.

Mary

and

are

give

“Sad hearts forgot their sorrow, rough hearts grew

soft and mild, while many a homeless wanderer uplifted

this opinion

of the Exponent

are at fault if they do not take these steps. The same

patient eyes, seeming to see a home at last beyond those
starry skies.”

applies to those who are too complacent in their
attitude, and think, “Oh, it’s okay,” because they are
as much a hindrance to improvement as are those

who

Christ

bids her Son

—Davip Conrap.

register disapproval but do nothing to help in

broadening and uplifting the efforts of an always-toofew sincerely interested students.
So that, Santa, is the situation here in as brief a
way as we can explain it at present. We know that you
can help to kindle interest in our project, because
actually, people still believe in you (however inexplicable it may seem to themselves) as much as they be-

lieve in what you personify, which they can’t explain
either, but which we all experience nevertheless. ‘Thank

you, Santa Claus.

A STAR

LIGHTS

—JAMEsS COONEY.

OUR

WAY

@ Life is a sea through which souls must voyage
to eternity. It is the success or failure of this one voyage
that determines our lot forever. It is a test God gives

us to see if we are worthy to be Christ’s shipmates in
heaven.
We have but one life to make this journey at the
end of which we have either anchored in the harbor
of heaven or have lost our own way.

December, 1950

CHRISTMAS

WISHES

Joyeux Noel

French

Merry Christmas
Buon Natale
Kauskas Jouloua

English
Italian
Finlandish

Felices Pascuas
Visiolyi Prazdnik

Spanish
Russian

Alegre Natal
Froehliche Weinachten
Glaedelic Jul
Kala Xhristojena
Glad: ful’

3.-42-:.

eae

Portuguese
German
Danish
Greek
ee

Swedish

Weselych Swiat Rizdwa Chrystowoho

e

Ukranian

Ayczenia Wesolych Swiat Bozego Narodzenia . Polish
Weselych Siet Narodenia Christowego
Slovenian
Pasdrawlenies Rodest Wom Christowym
Bulgarian
Gladelig Juel
Norwegian
Feliz Natal
Brazilian
Hartelijke Korstgroeton
Dutch
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Of Peminine Tuteret...
BURSTING
@ "Iwas

WITH
the

CHEER

week

before

An unusual request for Santa to fill is Joan Frank’s,
Christmas,

and _ all

who wants a “certain left-handed pitcher who worked

through the campus visions of Christmas raced through

out last summer in Greenbrier, Arkansas. Let’s hope

the students’ heads
— bright holly bedecked

doors —

Church bells chiming Christ’s birthday message —
the family gathered around the Christmas dinner table
—scent of fir and pine
— peaceful streets shawled in
snow
— the Christmas

tree where

children

stop, look,

and glisten — the intriguingly wrapped gifts — the longawaited vacation — friendly holiday greetings.
All of these things are significant of the warm and

cheerful

atmosphere

that penetrates

the world

still

marred by war. The joy of Christmas is a joy that war

cannot kill, for it closely unites us with Him who has
overcome the world.
May God bless each and everyone of you in the
Christmas season, and may the New Year be crammed

full of good health, happiness, success, and a truer
realization of the angels’ words,
men of good will.”

“Peace on earth, to

STOCKING

*

Marilyn Coppess isn’t looking
stocking, only a set of furs.

for much

Ginny MacMillan, who obviously attends
regularly, wants some extra chapel attendance
She also stated that she wished Santa to leave
sharp memory. Then why does she want extra
cards?

in her
chapel
cards.
her a
chapel

If Santa has one on hand, Barbara Sacksteder may
wake up Christmas morning to find a “little white
house with all the trimmings” waiting for her, just like

she wanted.
Marianne Roll would like a bottle of freckle remover (we hope that’s all it removes) and the next
geography

exam.

I wonder

what

on earth

for?

If you’re used to chauffeuring around a lot of kids

—Mary
e

everything works out for her.

in your car, maybe you can appreciate Katie Margolou’s
request for a piggy bank; only she wants one with a

E. NACcLte.

bigger slot in the top than she has now, so she can

*

get the money out!

STUFF

@ ‘his Christmas eve when the stockings are hung

by the chimney with care, in all probability old Santa
will scratch his head in bewilderment as he reads some
of the items wanted by the following U.D. coeds:

Well, old Santa Claus may be perplexed at some
of the preceding requests, but an even tougher one to
fill, perhaps, will be Marilyn Catron’s. I do hope Santa

can fulfill her wish for forty pounds and four inches,
because it will be a lot safer for her in a gust of wind,

in her stocking so she can get to history class on time.

and will certainly prevent her from falling through a
large crack at U.D.

However,
the class!

Yours truly sincerely hopes you all receive just
what you want in your Christmas stockings — but only

Mary Lou Gehring would like some roller skates
I suspect her motive is to roll mght

by

Maybe Brother ‘Tom Price will get English book
reports

on

time from

Barbara

leaves the reports for her.
work,

Payne,

You

that is, if Santa

on the condition that you are good boys and girls!
—Mary

Ann

ISENECKER.

should do your own

Barbara.

Marilyn Beacham wishes “sincerest success for the
“Moldy Crew Chapter of the Royal Order of L. O. P.
Heads” and the men’s auxiliary (?), and a nose warmer
for Rudolph’s red nose. I’m sure Rudolph and Santa

@ Howdy chilluns! How you all? ? Since the brand
new year of 1951 is right around the corner, here is a

will be pleased with the last.

list of some real “George” New Year’s Resolutions that

Babs Weis laughingly told me she would like a
green 1950 Ford for her stocking. Green, you know,
goes so well with everything.
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RESOLUTIONS ? ? ? ?

every coed will have to add to her list! Here goes —
On this first day of the new year, being of sound
(?) mind, I do hereby resolve —
The Exponent

Nm

1.

‘To give up smoking unless they’re O.P.’s (other
people’s )
Not to be late for or cut classes, unless in case of

emergency, such as, playing bridge, oversleeping or

having coke (?) dates
To have a 4. by graduation. (1. each year)

4.

Not to date during the week. (date? what’s a date?)
—HELEN Forrest.

TRIM-NASTICS
© Being far removed from the modernistic school
of the blue-lights-and-angel-hair decorated, scrub-sized
Christmas tree, and yet being resigned to sigh in admiration at several such this season, we look forward eagerly to the annual ceremony of trimming a traditional
tree.
Some late afternoon a few days before Christmas

while Dad sets the tree in a tub of water to keep it
fresh,

we

invade

the

darkest

recesses

of the attic for

After hanging the plastic ornaments on the bottom

of the tree so kiddies can’t smash, we hang the icicles

one by one. This is no more than done when we realize
the tub at the bottom of the tree hasn’t been covered.
Of course we have already pushed said tree tightly into
the corner, and we can’t pull it out without shaking off
all the ornaments.
Ergo: boy friend

self earthworming

(see paragraph two)

finds him-

under the tree with brick-printed

crepe paper in one hand and scotch tape in the other.
This is where a slightly underfed boy friend comes in
handy.

The Christmas spirit is truly ushered in at that
moment just before dark, when through the dimness
of the snowy afternoon a blaze of warm light fills the
room, shining red, green, blue, and yellow through the
tinsel and silver icicles and past frosted, gilded ornaments to illume the face of the Christmas angel sitting
at the base of the tree: boy friend, just emerged, with

pine needles in his hair, an icicle over each ear, a pink
duck on his head, sticky tape still clutched tightly, and
Christmas light in his eyes.

the big box of ornaments, and present them to the

—Prc

KunkKa.

gathered company of family and a helpful, energetic
boy friend recruited for bravery and ability to look
languorous while hanging midway between chandelier

and stairway with a shining star in hand.
On the top
seems no matter
year before, half
begins, whether
of the tree where
edges “With the

of the box are the rolls of lights. It
how many new bulbs were put in the
are burned out. The old argument
they belong stuck close to the trunk
“Ya can’t see ’em!” or out along the
wires sticking out!” Under the lights

we find the ball of tinsel. This has been added to for
the last shh! years until it now strings out to more
than twenty-five feet, all tarnished with age. From
precarious perch to precarious perch it is tossed until

fully half the tree is glowing with new glory — and has
to be unstrung so the glory spreads, with a little less
slack rope, to the bottom.

PETTICOAT

LANE

@ Have you ever yearned to step into lovely Martha

Tilton or Carmen Miranda’s shoes? A visit to Elder’s
first floor casual shoe shop will give you the opportunity to select styles worn by these famous stars.
Seymour Fabrick, president of the Hollywood
Skooter Shoe Company, during his recent visit to
Dayton stated that his shoe line is especially designed
to suit the tastes, trends, and

comfort

of college and

high school students.

He spends approximately

six months

each year

traveling throughout the country to confer with retail-

The ornaments are old, and have been wrapped
carefully each year when put away, as all good ornaments are. ‘There is a parachute-shaped one which during the war was graced with the effigy of a paratrooper
to whom sister was writing overseas. There is a flaming
pink duck, although what a pink duck has to do with

Christmas we haven’t figured. And always there are
the beautiful round shining balls reflecting our faces
bloated at varying spots. There are the very old orna-

ers on the type of shoes that sell. “In this way,” Fabrick
commented, “we discover exactly what
sox and nylon set really want in shoes.”

the

bobby-

To insure putting your best foot forward Skooters
come to you in soft velvety suede, buttery elk, plus the
five delicious, spring-tuned colors of lemon, lime,
orange juice, shocking pink, and powder blue.
—Mary

E. NActe.

ments which have lost their hooks, a situation remedied

by dangling strings with matchsticks

inside — which

works until you turn around gingerly after hanging it
high in a safe place, to hear it plingggk as it bursts to

CLM

LLL

fragmen ts far below.

December,

1950
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CHRIST

IS BORN

we have no room to shelter You,
our lives are filled, and mirthful too.

By Michael

Sanchez-Navarro

We've got no time for pious tales
we're worried with our Xmas sales.”
No more it’s Christ but Santa Claus

As Adam fell in years of old,
Almighty God, a Christ foretold.
Awaited long the chosen race

no more it’s chant but loud guffaws.
No more it’s peace but drunken
sprees,

to see the Savior’s holy face.

And then at last, upon a night,
came down to earth the Child
Light.

of

The shepherds heard the angels
sing:

“Glory to the Most High King,
on earth be peace to good-willed

men.
Go see the child in yonder den.”
Off they went and saw the sight,
the Virgin Mary in full delight.

The Holy Spirit in His descent
a Son conceived by her assent;

nor did she lose her virgin fame

in giving birth to Him Who came
to save the world and bring to all
that holy grace lost in the fall.
The shepherds knelt and there
adored
that new-born

babe,

the Christ,

our Lord.
The night was cold, the air was
chilled,
with love His flaming heart was

filled.
Upon the manger lay the child;
the angel voices singing mild,
the muted beasts in awed profile,
holy Joseph’s joyful smile,
the cave, the night, the little town,

the rolling country in peaceful

own—
all this made up the glorious scene
of love and joy and peace serene.
Again Christ comes in modern
time
to shed on men His grace benign.

He sorrowfully finds among His
own,
a colder manger: the hearts of stone.
They cry: “Begone —

no more it’s cribs but Xmas trees.
No more it’s love but selfishness,

“The perfect gift, it will impress.”
No longer Christmas but pagan
feast,

no longer man but human. beast.
It is so sad and tragic more
to hear the loud and empty roar,
“Merry Xmas—Happy New Year!
Let’s all have a cup of cheer.

Whoopee! It’s good to be alive —
without all this we couldn’t thrive.
To get so drunk, who gives a damn?
The Prince of Peace? Go on and
scram!

The blast of horns, the fizz of gin,
a lewd floor show, the night club

din.
That’s what we want, ya holy Joe,
a hundred bucks to have and blow.
We get this chance but once a year,
to give it up we wouldn’t hear.”
The worldly side, so coarse and
vile,

is but one view of this profile.
Let’s take a look to see what’s

there —

another side —a
The monks

sight not rare.

arise on Christmas eve,

God their praises will receive.
‘The Mass begins, they chant with
zest,

“Puer nobis natus est.
Kyrie Eleison
Jord forgive for what we’ve done.”

“Gloria” — they thus proceed
(a glorious hymn it is indeed);
“Sanctus, Agnus, Domine,”

to worthy be, for this they pray.
Receiving then the Holy Bread,

they shelter Him Whose heart has
bled.
“Ite — go, the Mass is done,”
Christmas Day is thus begun.
Silent night, raucous

night,

all is dark — yet so bright;
angels sing — drunkards jeer,
gentle song —clamored cheer;
flaming love — passioned lust,
warming hearts — frigid crust.

Peaceful night, when Father gave
His only Son, that men He save!
See what men have done to you,
look upon their sins anew.
But yet, thank God, another side

—a flaming torch, for man a guide—

of noble souls who practice true

that Christmas night as angels do.

MARY’S
(Continued

MISSION
from

Page

6)

new Christian social order. But what
is important at this time is that
Mary is using united man-influenc-

ing-man tactics in order to accomp-

lish Her mission.
Mary wants to work through
Christians, highly organized in a
corporate body. United with others
we will be much stronger than if
we attempted to work by ourselves.
Pope Pius XI, in his famous encyclical Quadragesimo Anno, wrote:
“That these classes of men may be

brought back to Christ whom they

have

denied,

well

and

we

must

recruit

and

train from among the auxiliary soldiers of the Church who know them
their

minds

and

wishes,

and can reach their hearts with a
tender brotherly love. The first and
immediate apostles to the workers
ought to be from among themselves.” With these cogent words
the Holy Father formulated two
powerful principles: namely, that we

should be united with others having
the same talents and occupations as
our

own,

and

secondly,

that

we

should not stand apart from a pagan
society but strive to set up a Christian society in its midst.
The world is the factory. Beyond
the

assembly

line

of

the

factory,

away from the humdrum of intense
activity,

Mary

the

Commander-in-

Chief stands directing her workers.
Page 20

The Exponent

Her universal interest appears right
in the grime and the sweat of the
factory. Entrusted with a great

be need for punishment. They will

world mission to see that this fac-

find that now is the time for compassion, now the turn of this generation to prove its worth.

tory runs smoothly and efficiently,
she requires co-laborers to accomplish her task. These dynamic labor-

PUMPERNICKEL

ers are true apostolic missionaries

(Continued

who give
ly to their
who rely
her help,

themselves whole-heartedCommander-in-Chief and
implicitly on her grace,
her assistance.

Organized as a group under their
Commander-in-Chief, they cannot
afford to be mediocre; instead, alive

with fire and zeal they are driven
forward with the spirit of the fiery
apostle of the Gentiles, Saint Paul.
These workers cannot fail; they have
reached the eleventh hour when it
is absolutely essential to smooth out

the rugged conditions existing within the factory. The work of their
Commander -in-Chief should be
their work. She is their leader; they
are her laborers. She is commanding
them to attain smooth and efficient
production within their factory now;
otherwise, it will receive a catastro-

phic blow.

“Oh,

from

well,

12)

it isn’t the first time

Sandy has broken faith.”
During the service he gave no
thought of Sandy. At first, he was
pre-occupied with the story of the
birth

of Christ;

then

later he was

dwelling deep in prayer. “Dear Lord
.. . I thank Thee for all the graces
I have received ... and... please
... give me strength to continue in
a state of peace ... guide me
always.”

While

John

was

leaving

the

cathedral he thought of Sandy. Yes,
Sandy’s only confidant is himself.
He

trusts no one;

not

even

“Poor Sandy! When

God.

he is alone,

he has no one to talk to but himself,” whispered John after making
the sign of the Cross.
*

Tomorrow we will have a better
world only if the workers act to
make it so. Act now! Mary is commanding each of us. ‘Tomorrow the

Page

*

**

What does the atheist’s epithet
on his tombstone say? . . .
“All dressed up and no place to
go.
>?

tide will turn towards Christ only if

€

the social disorders within the fac-

8

®

tory are destroyed.

KAMPUS

When we have succeeded in restoring the factory of the world to

to Ray Rieger, the new bridegroom.

(Continued

KUTUPS
from

Page

24)

full production, then will the mis-

— Mary Joefrida, who also turned

sion of Mary have been completed.
She will have brought to complete
manhood the factory, The Mystical
Body, of which Christ is the Head,

in a terrific performance in “The
Silver Whistle” has been seen lately

Mary is the mother and we are the
laborers.

MAKING
(Continued

THE PEACE
from

Page

4)

confusion with degradation of human personality. Communism must
be exterminated if ever there shall
be true peace.
It

will,

therefore,

be

America’s

duty to assume a leading role in the
making of a just peace. We must

remember that human hearts speak

the same language. Then there will
December, 1950

with a certain blonde friend.

Just received our first Xmas present — some anonymous jokester sent
the new record “I’m A Little Busy
Body” (heard it yet?) to the ExPONENT Office care of this column.
(Ha, ha, we’re not even insulted and

thanks a lot.) — Bet ya thought we
forgot all about Christmas ’til now,
but we didn’t, no siree! If we were

SNOW

PARABLE

@ It was eight-thirty on the Sunday morning following the never-tobe-forgotten snow blizzard. Since
Church was close by, Mother and I
decided to “shovel our way to the
Lord”. Incidentally, it really makes
you appreciate God when you have
to struggle to meet Him. To proceed with the story, the two of us
paved a way for ourselves and other
parishioners who lived near enough
to attend Mass. What a time! We
hadn’t had more fun together in
ages. In fact, it was so enjoyable that
we decided to shuffle up the middle
of the street to a small grocery in
order to secure a couple dozen
oranges to cure my sister’s cold.
People were shoveling snow, pushing automobiles from the drifts, and
best of all, entertaining their wideeyed youngsters. Talk about family
unity! This catastrophe (if you
choose to call it so) had its good
points; that’s for sure. Neighbors
you never knew existed offered a
smiling countenance and _ cheerful
“Hello” on every street. In this day
- and age it is very unusual to say the
least. Why? The answer is really
simple. On Sunday or any other day
for that matter, people just hop in
their cars and drive to their destination—no
time for others, no
need for others. Whereas, at a time

such as this you realize your need
for “others” and their need for
“you”. It makes you feel both needed and dependent. A contradiction?
No, not really! You might say the
words “needed” and “dependent”
make the well-rounded personality.
Living in such a rapid age as we

do now often robs us of the chance

to think. When all unnecessary activity is curtailed, and we have time
on our hands anything can develop
--these few short paragraphs, for
instance — Think It Over!
—MarILyn

CaATRON.

playing Santa Claus, we’d be sure to
give all the guys big, long, smooth
cars and all the gals big, long smooth
guys . . . but seriously, we wish you
the best of everything this Xmas
and “may your hearts be filled with
cheer every day of the bright New
Year.”
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GLORY

THAT

(Continued

from

Page

The trace and molding of Mike’s

WAS
8)

For seven weeks the guy whose
face had been his pride fought to
get that “I’d-rather-be-dead” attitude out of his system. Then for
three long, hospital years Army specialists worked on Mike at WBGH
in

E]

Paso,

Texas.

Thrombin

was

sprayed over the injured areas, tendons were repaired, bone-chip jells
were compounded and applied, and
skin strips were glued with fibrin.
Between operations Mike eagerly
watched the progress of his “miracle
face”. Bit by bit the features were
restored and with it came the conquest of his horror of mirrors.
Many of the fellows in the ward
had a passion for coining “‘apropo”
names for each other. ‘There was
“Scribe” for armless Joe Marks.
“Fireball” referred to little Kuckwieczy who had been scorched by
a flame-thrower. “Lead-pants” was
pinned to Jake Wise, the game guy
with twelve slugs in him. Mike was
“Patches”!
“Patches!” he repeated the word
to himself and shivered a little.
Three years with the name and he
still wasn’t used to it! With his
impending discharge, that tag would
go dead — he hoped. In earlier days

he had seen looks of terror and pity
steal across the faces of outsiders
when they saw him. That was why
“Doc’s orders,” or “another operation” and “best to wait awhile”
had served as excuses of delay when
Eileen constantly begged to see him
and bring little Nancy with her.

Mike looked at the plastic imitation in the mirror. Its realistic, skin-

matching tint caused a final wink
with his “store-bought” eye (as he
jokingly referred to it) and finger-

ing once again the scar tissue now
livid with nervous anticipation, he
murmured:
Pace

“I’m

ready!

Guess

“Daddy! Daddy!” broke through
his reveries. A five year old, blonde
doll came skipping down the aisle.
“Where’s my daddy?” she laughed,
eagerly glancing at the bandaged
figures in the stereotyped hospital
beds.
Page 22

former handsomeness were in her
face and she laughed with a smile
that was his.
“Here I am, Honey!”
The child scampered to the voice.
Love-hungry arms helped the little
gitl climb up the bed covers. Puz-

YOUR PROBLEM IS
OUR PROBLEM
By I. C. Vaguely and I. M. Frustrated

Ques. After

zled eyes anxiously searched the face
before her.
“You're not my daddy!” she
screamed. “You're ugly!”
“O Lord, forgive and forget what
I have been!” sobbed an anguished
heart to the heavens.

three

months

at the

University of Dayton I have
not had a date with a football
player. Would you consider
my college career to be a
failure? Would you suggest
transferring?
—A Freshman
Ans.

Don’t give up
is just around
P.S.: You can
these corners

yet. Basketball
the corner.
never tell about
and you better

not.

| LIVED AFTER

DEATH

(Continued

10)

from

Page

*

things to be done. He spoke. “We
lepers . . .” There was a sudden stir.
In the light of all that had gone
before the message he gave made
sense to me. I had been a page in
Kalakaua’s court, went to England
for an education, had

been

trained

in English ships, then — contracted
leprosy. Kamiano uttered two words
—the seal of a bond as binding as
any earthly link could be. I know
what drew me to him now. I admired the man for what he had
shown

me,

for those

words

which

Santa

Somehow I was glad that Kamiano had come. Now I could tell
him of my intention to accept his
beliefs, for they had brought many
peaceful moments the like of which
I could not find in the world.
All was over now. Kamiano continued to pray. My people, they
with whom I had become one, were

outside chanting those old polynesian meles. The dim oil lamp went
out. I rested at last.

Claus. Heavens,

and

I

asked for a man.
—Manless
Ans.

Here at U.D. it would take
more than Santa Claus to get
any girl a man.

PS.:

Try

catching

Santa

Claus.
*

*

**

Ques. After three and a half years at
U.D., I am still wondering

who my Dean is. How does
one go about getting to know
one’s Dean?
—Deanless

By the dim light he could see me

ence.

*

Ques. After four years at U.D. I
have been hearing ugly rumors about there not being a

were enlightening.
Imu returned with the leper priest.
on this unpleasant mess of rush
mats soggy with my own filth. Kamiano knelt down beside me. “Is
this the young and beautiful one
who arrived some time ago?” We
talked and he made nothing of my
evidently foul breath. I remembered
how overcome I was on several occasions when other masses of decomposed flesh spoke in my pres-

*

Ans.

Miss Chapel.
*

Ques. How

*

does

*

a lonely

transfer

coed meet U. D. Men?
—Lonesome Lena
Ans.

‘Transfer to Home
*

*

Ec.

HA!

*

Ques. How does one go about making points?
—The Personality Kid
Ans.

See Marianne

Roll,

I’m sure

she can give you some very
good advice.
Since we are experts in Sociological Psychological problems, we welcome any and all troubles or questions that you may have. So until
the next issue your problems are our
problems.

The Exponent

STROLLING

THE

CAMPUS

By Tula Vardalides
We think that we shall never see
A D as lovely as a B,
A B whose rounded form is pressed
Upon the records of the blessed;
A D comes easily, and yet
It isn’t easy to forget;
Yes, D’s are made by fools like “we’’,
But only God can make a B.

© We offer our apologies to the
author of “Trees” which was the inspiration of the above whatever-youwant-to-call-it and, of course, to you,

dear readers, who got this far. But
before you throw this away remem-

ber there are other people on this
staff —
Write!
you to
thing.
throw

some of whom can even
On their behalf we beseech
read on, turn the page, AnyOnly please, Please don’t
us away!

We
didn’t do much campus
strolling this month — no shovel.
Besides, our grades got home. Sittin’

Joe Malloy wants Gloria, natch,

In a big shiney Cadillac—that’s the
catch.
Alma Culp and the Players you’d
please

If you’d supply with a big deep
freeze.
We're sure of what Ann Utz would
like.

A certain package labeled “Mike.”
“Mmmm,” Thalia Johnson putts,
“Tl settle for a set of furs.”

Nancy Mohler might get a thrill
From a

visit from

her Miami

Bill.

Frannie Quinn will wear a grin
With two front teeth and Marilyn.
For Pautine Spring please spare a
trip to Rome,
And an audience ’neath St. Peter’s
dome.

in

print

after

all,

tho.

So

there,

Shirley McNeil.
need if you ever wish to go strolling
in the jungle. A lion will not harm
you if you carry a walking stick. This
would

depend,

of course,

on

how

fast you carry it.

All of this goes to prove you can

And they better not call HE 3521.
For Rosie Razzano we'll go to bat.
Please bring him a New York
Yankee’s hat.
Jim Currin needs wipers for his
glasses
So he'll make better FOOTBALL
passes.
Some mistletoe for Eleanor.
Dick Bertrand will know what
for.

Chuck Grigsby says that this will do,
Just a little touch of Monk’s I. Q.
Ed Mulanovich would be glad to see
Some

lockless

brakes

beneath

his

Our“Cinderella Kids” would like to
earn
Another record for Tom Blackburn.

Christmas Day will be more sunny
If Joanne Combs can be with
Ronnie.

Jim Raiff’s been hoping to get
A better, faster, reducing diet.

Bucky Weaver wants “Flash” in
black,

Neatly wrapped up in your sack.
Bill Kehl wants Dotty, of course,
And Dick Lee will take a horse.
For Katie lots of happiness,
And with a yo-yo Paul Vargo bless.
Jack Kleinstuber needs an appetizer,
A case of ice-cold, canned Budweiser.

lead a girl to college but you can’t
make her think.

Marilyn Hauer and Bill
Will each other’s stockings fill.

So till we start thinking
here’s wishing you a very
Christmas and a fond adoo.

If Jim can be with Joyce Rhoads
You'll rate his thanks—but loads!

Please shower us with lots of A’s,

John Chaney wants a beautiful gal.

Give Bro. Tom

again,
merry

Barbara would fill the bill pretty
well.

DEAR

SANTA:

Because we think you're pretty fine,
Because we know you're true,
But mostly because it’s Christmas
time
We send this note to you.
So won’t you listen to our pleas

And leave these gifts beneath our
trees.
December, 1950

it’s

“smack”’!

tree.

Here’s some information you may

look.

You'd rate as Jerry Von Mohr’s
“sugah,”
With a shorter route to
Chattanooga.
Bob Weis and Bill McGarry
Both want a girl that they can carry.
Danny Ferraza wants girls to run,

Toey Oldiges won’t be happy until
She gets that record “Just My Bill.”
If you bring Lou Anne in your pack
Frank Siggins will greet her with a

around starin’ at our books we suddenly got a poetic inspiration — the
result of which appears above.
Proudly we presented it to the
poetic department but it seems that
they’re not nearly as desperate for
material as we had hoped. We got it

For Andy Vavul a cosy nook
With someone with that Esquire

Bob Klotz says a paper doll will do.
What'll he do with it, we’re asking

you?
For Russ Johnson metal polish is
fine
To make his Army buttons shine.
Frank Siggins thinks it would be
grand
To spend the day with Lou Anne.

And stretch out all the holidays.
no deadline woes;

Keep the staff up on its toes.
Grant us all a life of bliss,

And give our Rudolf a great big
kiss.

Tell him to keep his nose shining
bright,
And to all our rooftops your way to
light.
Bless the world and keep it free;
Bless everybody that you see;

Wish them a life of joy and glee,
For us, the people of U.D.
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MINPUS AUTEURS
“Neither snow nor rain nor heat
nor gloom of night stays these couriers from the swift completion of their
(courtesy of the
appointed rounds.”
U.S. Post Office.)

Well, the post office hasn’t got
a thing on the old nosies ‘cause
we're back to work again diggin’ up
the dirt. (And we're really diggin’
deep this time! )
Attention Miss and Mr. U.D. and
all the ships at sea, let’s go to
press with some late (and we do

mean late) flashes on the recent

holiday:
And where were YOU during the
catastrophe (?) ‘There we were at
home and without a television set!

But some people never had it so
good. Hear they’re going to hold
elections pretty soon for the person
you'd like most to be snowbound
with. Bet Dick Witt’s vote would go
for Thelma Romer. Another unfortunate soul “stranded” was Joe
Maloy at Cashie’s house. Peg Howley’s family got to know John a
little better,

“Blue

Grass’

too.

—

boys

Some

got

of

back

the

in

plenty of time to enjoy some sled
riding at Dee Carcelli’s along with

Marilyn Beachan, Jackie Pohl and
several other brave outdoor type. —
Party, party, anyone say party. Don’t
mention the word to Jack Kleinstreuber — he’s hit every one of
them! Ed Ednie, Leo Lonergan,
(who, by the way is endearing all
the coeds and their neighbors by
making with the music in the wee
hours), Tom Harrigan, and Dave
Smith have been going the rounds.
Saw

them

at Katie

Girard’s,

Mary

Ellen Ganther’s, Rita’s (nearly the
whole school was there!) and other
available houses. — The Heid was
a comfortable refuge, too. — The
girls who suggested sled riding at
Barbara Sacksteder’s house were
soon sorry. From what we hear, a
football isn’t the only thing Moody
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Joe can throw around. Seen in the
Sacksteder basement were such fa-

miliar

Silveri,

faces as Fran
Frank

Siggins,

Quinn,
Pete

Lou

Boyle,

Monk Meineke, Gene Hickey, Charlie Price and others. Up to their old
tricks were Udi Joseph and Bobby
Flynn who got together with a piano

and went to town.
Some people found themselves in
strange places but try and beat this
one. Who else but Pauline Spring
would get stranded at U.D.? at 3:00
a. m.? But the good nuns charitably
took in the orphan in the storm and
she spent the night in Chaminade

Hall (and at this writing she may
still be there).

But then all good things have to
come to an end. And they did.
School started Thursday. But it was
fun while it lasted, wasn’t it?

Filled me young heart with glad-

ness to note the terrific times shared lately between Charmaine Hilgeford and Jim Kennedy. — Julie
Pflaum spent Thanksgiving in New
York —imagine her dismay when
nothing short of a hurricane interrupted her Christmas shopping. —

Glad to see that Gunk, Glorie Taylor, and

Marilyn Eichman made it

back from Rochester. — Our congrats to Ray Bedwell, Tony Bardo,
Mary Theising, Jim Lorenz, Jim
Wilkerson, and Katie Maraglou.
Sure looks as if Frosh class is in
capable hands. Shirley McGarvey
and Co. really gave their all for
their respective parties. That’s the
picture of school spirit on which we
like to gaze, that’s for sure. — Laugh
of the Week: Frank Rozanno (Rosie, to you) who’s always trying to
get a laugh finally succeeded at one
of the parties when he didn’t expect to. He merely fell down the
basement steps and everybody roared! (what price sense of humor!)
‘The Players got off to a good start
with their Friday performance, at

least. Too bad people couldn’t get
out Saturday and Sunday to enjoy

John Kelly’s terrific portrayal (pretty
big word for this column, eh?) of
Mr. Erwinter. He had them

glued

to their seats (gum, it’s wonderful).
But the rooster finally stole the show
(credit where credit’s due, we say)
—Friday Dayton was still a no-man’s

land evidenced by presence at the
play of Marlene
Fischer, Barb
Payne, Sue (St. E’s) and Pie (Csiz’s
girl).
Just to keep this thing current,
we'll throw in some dope on the

“Foot-Ball”

over

at the

Rubicon

wa-a-ay back B.B. (before blizzard,
dopes). Well we thought it was
funny —so there. Chairs were far
outnumbered by people but it was
fun anyway. A cheering section was
provided by the spirit committee

and alumni incorporated. Joiming in
the fun were Lucy Albers and Bud-

dy Malloy, Thalia Johnson and Bob

Linden, Jim Gilvary and Phyl, Edna
Allemeier and John Arbogast, to

name a few. Looked like the “Lor-

etto Girls” were well represented.
Julie Raney and “Soupsy’” Campbell
were quite a color contrast, by the
way. Last to leave were Rosie Ebbing and Joe Banister and Shirley
Bourgois and Lou Canaroz . .
Canaroz . . . well, you know whom
we mean.— Little Marilyn Catron

summed up opinion of all concerned

by stating,

“Oh,

WE

“howl” of a time!”

ALL

had a

(We THINK

that’s what she said!) We'll let you
guess who she was with. (And it
wasn’t Schu.)
Who's
that
smooth
- looking
couple seen campusing and off-campusing quite a bit lately? Why,
Joyce Rhoads and Jim Walsh, of
course! — Random notes: Seems
Charlie Shartle has forsaken campus
women to wrap himself up in Juanita. — What’s the scoop on Boom
Boom and Pat Schenck? — Daisies
(Continued

on Page 21)

The Exponent

Interior view of the University’s new Fieldhouse

Campus Interviews on Cigarette Tests
Number 3...THE GNU

“T gnu the answers...
but I wasn’t
talking:
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Tk debating team couldn’t make much use of this non-talkative baby
... but one look at his “literary leanings” tells you that tests don’t
buffalo him. ’Specially those tricky cigarette tests! As a smoker,
you probably know, too, that one puff or one sniff — or a mere
one-inhale comparison can’t prove very much about a cigarette!

ad
2

Why not make the sensible test — the 30-Day Camel Mildness Test.
You judge Camel mildness and flavor in your own “T-ZONE”

r

(T for Throat, T for Taste) .. . for 30 days. Yes, test Camels
as a steady smoke and you'll see why .. .

More People Smoke
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other cigarette!
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